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	1. Chapter 1

Stranded

_midstorm asked you: Belle is traveling around after Rumple dies, and her car breaks down in the middle of Lochdubh and she meets Hamish._

* * *

><p>She wanted adventure, but being stranded in the middle of the Scottish Highlands with a flat tire was not what Belle had in mind. She and Rum always talked about visiting his false homeland. The pictures they had googled on the computer portrayed Scotland as this amazingly beautiful, green land with ancient castles hundreds of years old and peeking mountains that were even older.<p>

Now that Belle was here seeing it with her own eyes, the pictures did not do this country justice. The more beauty she saw, the more it pained her that Rum was not here with her. He was never one for really enjoying the scenery, but she'd gotten him to stop and really _see_ the things around him. He would have enjoyed the rolling hills and peaceful wilderness.

Unfortunately with being out in the middle of nowhere, her cell phone was utterly useless. _So much for technology_, Belle mused ruefully as she checked for a signal again. She threw the useless piece of mechanics on the driver's seat and stood, deciding that walking the road in search of civilization was her best option.

She was just about to head off in the direction she'd been headed when she spotted a truck traveling along the winding road towards her. Belle sighed in relief. Maybe the locals would be kind enough to give her a ride.

A few minutes later the truck came to a stop beside her rental car, the word "Police" written on the side. Belle stood straighter as the police officer exited the truck, strolling casually to her.

"Good day, miss" the officer greeted, looking straight at her and Belle froze. He resembled Rum. This man who lived in the country where Rum's false memories offered where he had been born looked eerily like her late husband. Rum had wondered if there were people of this world that looked like the townspeople of Storybrooke. There was always a possibly of a doppleganger, and Belle swallowed the lump in her throat at that conclusion. "Wha' seems to be the problem?"

She hoped the man hadn't noticed her initial shock that she hurriedly covered with a sheepish smile. "Flat tire." She pointed over the hood at the driver's side. "Apparently someone forgot to include a spare at the rental company."

The officer nodded. "Well tha', nothing we can do here. I'll drive ye into town and call for a tow."

"Thank you" Belle said grateful, smiling brightly and the officer returned her smile. "Let me get some of my things." She rummaged for her purse and duffle bag in the backseat. She blushed as the officer took the duffle from her, placing it in the back of his truck.

After they were both settled in their seats, Belle turned to him and offered her hand. "I'm Belle."

"Hamish" the officer replied, shaking her hand and Belle couldn't help but stare at him. Truly, he had the same eyes and nose and jawline of her husband, but this man was younger, with far shorter and lighter hair, and not weathered yet by unimaginable hardship. There was a completely different aura about him, she could tell with just the few minutes he'd been in her presence. This man was nothing like her husband, and the more she looked at him, the less uncanny it felt.

"Wha' brings ye ti this part o' the world, Miss Belle?" Hamish asked, bringing Belle out of her thoughts, and he continued with a bit of uncertainty. "Ye sound…Australian?"

"Um-" Belle bit her lip, sorting through the files of her false memories for something about her scripted past. "I am, but I have not lived there for a very long time. I actually consider myself from Maine in the United States."

"Really?" Hamish pulled a face. "Tha' is a strange place for an Australian ti settle. Wha' made ye go there?"

Belle took a deep breath, letting it out slowly, before answering. Everyone had taken a sworn oath to never let it be known where the citizens of Storybrooke were really from. Besides, no one would believe them. "My father's job. He moved us there when I was young. It became my home."

"Why are ye here in Scotland?" he asked, curiously then frowned with a sigh. "Hope ye don't mind me prying, just trying ti make conversation."

"Oh no" Belle said immediately, chuckling under her breath. "I don't mind at all. Scotland is where my husband was from. We always talked about coming here, but it never happened while he was alive." She spoke the last words slowly, sadly.

Hamish glanced at her, offering a sympathetic smile. "I'm sorry aout yer husband. Where was he from?"

"Glasgow" was the false memory Rum had told her. "I saw the city already, but I'm more excited about traveling around the countryside."

They talked the rest of the drive about what Belle had seen so far on her adventure and what her next destinations were. Hamish knew or had visited some of the places she mentioned and gave brief accounts of his experience. By the time they arrived in Lochdubh, Belle had nearly forgotten she was talking to a man that resembled her husband. Hamish was far from the rough, troubled interior of Rum.

Hamish suggested a drink at the pub where they could call for a tow. He insisted on opening the door for her when they parked. Belle found herself feeling a bit of a flutter in her stomach as she waited for him to come around the front of the truck. It'd been a long time since she'd experienced such chevalier. With a cute little smile and bow of his head, Hamish let her out and Belle's cheeks redden.

All eyes fell on them as they entered the pub. Lochdubh was a small town, and Belle figured it was much like Storybrooke when it came to everyone knowing each other. Newcomers probably stuck out like sore thumbs. Everyone greeted Hamish warmly, and after he had introduced her, they greeted Belle just as warmly in return. Hamish called for a tow truck, informing them how far Belle's car was from the town.

They couldn't stay at the pub the rest of the day. Hamish needed to make his rounds through the town to make sure all the townspeople were behaving themselves. He'd told her some stories as they drank a mug, and Belle laughed at the slightly illegal but harmless schemes of the citizens of Lochdubh.

Hamish didn't want to abandon her, so he invited her to join him on his walking rounds. Belle was thankful she wore her sneakers, which were way more practical to drive in than her beloved heels. As they walked, he told her facts about the town and its history. By the time Belle's car arrived in town, evening had set and Belle knew she would be taking up residence there for the night, which did not upset her in the least.

Hamish surprised her, or maybe it shouldn't have surprised her at all, when he invited her to make use of the spare bedroom at the police station. Why a police station had bedrooms was beyond her, but Belle accepted gratefully, happy to have made a friend in this far away land.

"Will this do, Miss Belle?" Hamish asked as he showed her to the spare bedroom, hope on his face for her approval. It was simple with plain white walls, a worn wooden nightstand and dresser being the only furniture, and a full sized bed. "The sheets are clean, I mi' add."

"This will do just fine, Hamish" Belle replied, smiling at him as she touched his shoulder. Hamish beamed back at her, holding her gaze for a moment before depositing her duffle on the bed. He left her to settle in, and Belle could feel the gratification radiating from him as he closed the door.

Belle sat down slowly, the mattress sinking under her weight. Taking a deep breath, she pondered over the day's events. Hamish was absolutely adorable and a real gentleman at that. She couldn't help but like him, and Belle wasn't sure whether to be happy or scared out of her wits with that revelation.


	2. Chapter 2

It wasn't everyday P.C. Macbeth rescued a stranded lady. Luck was on his side as he drove his weekly patrol through the countryside, and there she was, a beautiful woman with a flat tire in need of assistance.

Now she sleeps just a few steps down the hall from him, and Hamish wondered if he'd gone completely daft to have invited her to stay with him. Esme's place would have suited Belle just fine for the night's stay, but he wanted her near, to not miss a moment to spend with her. He sighed, rubbing heels of his hands over his eyes miserably.

What was the point, really? Come morning, Belle would be on her way to the next destination on her journey and all he'd be is a memory from her travels. Maybe she'd take a picture to remember what he looked like. That was all he'd be to her, a memory and a picture stashed in a photo album.

The disappointing thought didn't deter him from rising early to make breakfast for them both. The shuffle of socked feet caught his attention and Hamish turned with a welcoming smile to see Belle wandering into the kitchen. Her sky blue flannel pajamas with sheep happily hopping over fences amused him more than it should have, the temptation to seek her lithe hips hidden under the fabric with his hands seeping into his thoughts. Hamish shook himself, knowing thoughts like that would somehow get him in trouble. Belle was his guest, not a lover come visit.

"Good morning, Miss Belle" he greeted, flipping the fried eggs and sausage over in the pan. "Sleep well?"

Belle leaned a hip against the counter close to him. "Yes, very well" she replied with a nod and paused for a moment, nibbling her lip. She'd nibbled several times the day before, and Hamish couldn't help but notice the enticing habit. "I felt safer here than I have on my other stops. Being alone in a strange place is quite unnerving."

"Well, where is it safer than staying in the same house as a police officer?" he remarked, grinning proudly.

Belle chuckled and her eyes were far too blue and shining for comfort. He'd have a hard time letting her go today. "As safe as I may be in a house with a police officer, that isn't why I felt safe."

Hamish grabbed a plate as the eggs and sausage sizzled to done. "Oh?"

"We spent most of the day together yesterday." Belle took the full plate as he grabbed for another. "I didn't feel like a stranger in a strange place because I got to know you, even if it was just a little."

Hamish tried his best to keep his lips tightly together. He'd probably embarrass himself if he allowed the giddiness to escape. He was a grown man, for goodness sakes, and an officer of the law! He shouldn't be floating like a schoolboy after a pretty little classmate pecked him on the cheek. He gestured for her to follow to the dining room next to the kitchen where a kettle of hot tea awaited them on the table.

Belle commented on how delicious the food was, and a conversation began on all the interesting foods she'd tasted on her adventure. Belle had yet to try certain staples of Scottish cuisine, making Hamish determined to be with her when she tried all the foods on her list. He could make most of them happen one way or another.

He phoned the town mechanic to checked on her car after breakfast, but he hadn't started work for the day. Hamish told him to get moving, but secretly he hoped the mechanic would suddenly decide to take off the whole day. Belle didn't seem too worried about being stranded a little longer.

"Do you mind company again while you make your rounds?" she asked, hopeful, nibbling her lips again as she glanced away. "I don't want to intrude."

Hamish waved a dismissive hand. "Non-the-sort, Miss Belle. Lochdubh is no' known fer its high crime rate. I won' be chasing any criminals down while on patrol." It was the truth. Lochdubh was a quiet place, if you didn't count the locals little (or sometimes outrageous) schemes.

* * *

><p>Hamish nearly jumped out his skin when a hand landed on his shoulder from behind. He knew it wasn't Belle, she'd just left to get dressed. He'd been so caught up thinking about how he'd keep her around for a few more days that he didn't hear TV John show up.<p>

"What the hell, John!" Hamish huffed, taking a drag of his smoke. "Ye coulda warned me!"

"I did" John protested, staring at Hamish as if his friend had transformed into something unnatural. "You didn't hear my footsteps or the door open?"

Hamish frowned, tamping out his smoke. "No, I didn'. Sorry John. Must o' been distracted."

Footsteps paddled from the hallway and Belle appeared a moment later, dressed in a long, brown suede skirt and light blue sweater. Her chestnut locks were swept up in a braid with a few short strands framing her face.

"Oh," John murmured. "I see why."

Belle smiled brightly at John, holding out a hand to him. "Hi, I'm Belle. Are you a friend of Hamish?"

"Oh yes. For a very long time." John accepted her hand, warmly. "They call me TV John. How long have you and Hamish known each other?"

"Just since yesterday," Belle replied without a qualm. "He rescued me from a flat tire and the Scottish wilderness."

"Welcome to Lochduhb, Miss Belle." John threw Hamish a look of contempt, but he ignored it perfectly. Strangers shouldn't be staying at the police station, but when did P.C. MacBeth follow the rules completely?

"We best be on our way. Comma' Wee Jock!" Hamish said gesturing for Belle to walk passed him. She smiled at John again, giving a little wave. Wee Jock ran passed to catch up with her.

Before Hamish could join her, John grabbed his sweater sleeve and whispered, "There's some not right about that girl. I can feel it all around us."

Hamish sighed in frustration. "Comma', John. Belle is as normal as you and me, well at least me, I can' speak fer ye."

"I'm just sayin'."

"I'll let ye know if she turns out ti be a vampire." He trekked out before TV John could protest any further.

Belle was waiting for him on the drive, occupying herself with petting Wee Jock. She planted a kiss to Jock's furry little head, and Hamish couldn't see a single thing wrong with her.


	3. Chapter 3

Belle was thankful, once again, to have worn her sneakers to walk around town. Lochdubh was probably the same size as Storybrooke, but it was hilly where Storybrooke was flat and that would have been a trial to climb all the steep rolling sidewalks with heels on.

Everyone they came across was polite just as the day before, and some townsfolk even remembered her name. It was a couple hours into their walking rounds when the man Belle had met earlier at the police station – John, she recalled – came bounding up to them.

"Hamish!"

Her companion sighed loudly, jamming his hands in his pockets. "What is it, John?"

TV John glanced at Belle, tipping his head in acknowledgement then said to Hamish, "Rory is in quite a bind. We put together a party fer Esme's birthday today, but the finishing touches aren't ready and she's tugging him down ti the pub for lunch as we speak. Can ye stall them?"

Hamish's irritation at the sight of his friend seemed to melt away, and Belle wonder just what John had said to him that morning before they left. From how Hamish had spoken of John as they talked while making the rounds, he seemed to have a very close friendship with the man. "Where are they now?"

"They're just leaving Rory's shop. They hadn't met Miss Belle here yet, have they?" John asked, gesturing to her.

Hamish shook his head. "Looks like they are now." He turned to her. "Ye don't mind, do ye, Miss Belle?"

"Can we stay for the party?" Belle asked hinting with a grin.

TV John smiled warmly. "The more the merrier."

Hamish threw his friend a questioning look, but TV John didn't seem to notice as he thanked them, bounding off in the direction he had come. Hamish informed her that Rory's shop wasn't too far from where they were and they started off in that direction.

Belle squealed, clapping her hands excitedly, and Hamish snapped his gaze at her. "What?" he asked, obviously confused by her unexpected outburst.

"I'm going to attend a birthday party in a different country!"

"Oh? Was that one of the things on yer to-do list before ye come over?" Hamish joked wearing a sly smirk.

"Not really" Belle replied, pushing his shoulder playfully. "But it will be an experience I can add to my ever growing scrapbook of this adventure."

* * *

><p>Belle was truly an easy person to get along with, Hamish thought as they quickened their pace up High Street. She seemed to enjoy just walking around the town with him, greeting the townsfolk and catching up on the latest antics of some. She talked to him as if she'd known him forever and not less than 24 hours prior. Now she was excited about stalling Esme, a woman she'd never met before, from arriving at her surprise birthday party too early.<p>

They climbed a particularly steep hill of sidewalk and came face to face with Rory and Esme. Poor Rory Campbell looked quite flustered as he tried his best to coax Esme to take a scenic route to the pub. She just waved his pleads away as if he were a pesky fly. She did smile as she caught sight of Hamish and Belle approaching.

"Hello, Constable" Esme greeted, eyes flicking from him to Belle. "Who might this be?"

"Good day to ye, Esme. Rory." Hamish nodded at her then Rory, who looked more than relieved of the interruption. Hamish gestured to his companion. "This is Miss Belle. She's staying in Lochdubh for the day. Came all the way from America."

As Esme struck up a conversation with Belle, Rory leaned into Hamish and said, "Did TV John catch you?"

"Aye" Hamish replied, jamming hands into his jacket pockets. "We'll walk with ye there. It seems Esme is quite intrigued to speak with Miss Belle."

The group slowly strolled down High Street until they came to Stag Bar. If TV John hadn't finished with the preparations by now then what he did would have to do. Hamish knew Esme would like it no matter if everyone just popped out of the booths and yelled "Surprise". He grabbed Belle's waist, halting her from going in as he gestured for Rory to take Esme in first.

The instant they walked in a roar of "Surprise" echoed through the place and Esme jumped into Rory's arms before a huge, satisfied smile spread across her face and she ran around hugging everyone.

The party went into full gear with mugs flying into hands and confetti being tossed and a local band playing in the back of the pub. Hamish, with a hand still on her waist, escorted Belle to a booth in the corner. She was practically beaming with excitement as her deep blue eyes took in the party revelry.

After a while, some folks pulled the tables back and started dancing. Lachlan traipsed over, a bit tipsy, and asked for Belle to dance. She smiled brightly, taking his hand, and Hamish watched as they did a clumsy waltz, ever so often bumping into the other folks on the dance floor.

It seemed too good to be true. Belle fit in like she belonged, and Hamish wondered if her hometown in the States was anything like Lochdubh. The more time he spent with her, the more curious he became with who she was and where she'd come from. There was a place in the highland that he wanted to take her, to show her the town as a whole. It would be a perfect and quiet place to talk to her about things like her hometown and her family.

"Having a good time?" he asked as Belle made her way back from the dance floor.

She laughed and tried to catch her breath at the same time as she plopped back onto the bench. "Yes" she answered, taking a gulp from her mug. "This is the best birthday party I've ever been to."

Hamish pulled a face. "Really?"

"No one was ever this animated in my town," Belle admitted a little too stiffly, and that piqued Hamish's curiosity even more.

He leaned into the table and Belle followed suit. "Would you like to see Lochdubh from the highland?"

Belle cocked her head, looking thoughtful. "How's the sunset up there?"

Hamish couldn't help but smile at the question. "Indescribable."

"Then let's go." Belle stood, holding out her hand to him and Hamish grasped it gladly.


	4. Chapter 4

_To WeeJock: Yeah, I'm more of a Hamish/Isobel shipper too (and I own the dvds too yay!). There seems to be more of an audience for Hamish/Belle (and I know Belle's character better). I wasn't much into at first, but it started the ship started to grow on me! Glad you enjoy it too :)_

* * *

><p>"How much family do ye have back in Storybrooke?"<p>

Belle glanced at Hamish as they trekked along the road up to the highlands. Hamish had suggested taking his truck, but they weren't going too far up and she didn't want to miss a bit of scenery. It was too beautiful to see through a truck window.

"All my family is there" she answered, pausing as images of her loved ones flashed before her mind's eyes. It'd been weeks since she'd seen them in person. "My step-son, Neal, and his wife, Emma."

"Is yer step-son the only child between you and yer husband?"

"He is." Belle smiled, remembering the first time she met Neal. She'd always pictured Neal as the boy Rum had described to her, so meeting a full-grown man took some getting used to. "He's actually a few years older than me. Even if he won't admit it, Neal is a lot like his father."

Hamish glanced sidelong at her. "You married an older man then?" he asked, but as soon as the question came out, he made a rueful face. "I apologize, Miss Belle. I'm interrogating you again."

Belle laughed softly as she stopped, placing a hand on Hamish's shoulder. "I don't mind, Hamish. You're just getting to know me, right? There's nothing wrong with that."

"Anything ye don' want ti answer, ye don' have to" he assured her with the most honest brown eyes she'd ever seen.

"Well, as long as you don't ask what my bra size is" Belle remarked smoothly, earning a low chuckle from her companion as they started up the road again. "Yes, Rum was a good many years older than me, but from the moment we met, it never deterred me. He was so broken and in need of someone in his corner, but so intriguing and delightful and when he loved you, he loved like nothing in this world."

Hamish hung his head a little. "Sounds like a good man. He must have loved you very much."

Belle nodded, a little sadly. She hadn't expected to talk about these things to anyone outside of the family, but Hamish had earned her privacy in just a day's time. She shrugged, her voice slightly saturated. "Like no other."

* * *

><p>Hamish could have kicked himself in that moment. He wanted to know about Belle's life, but he knew by her voice he'd dug too deeply. She was a widow, probably not even one for an entire year, and he was dredging up all the sadness and grief this poor woman had been through. He wanted Belle to like him, to maybe even take an interest in him, but he also didn't want to take advantage of her.<p>

"Any more family?" he quickly diverted the subject back to what he hoped was a happier topic.

Belle's face broke out into a shining smile, and Hamish was glad to see the sun return. "I have a step-grandson, Henry. He's actually the one who convinced me to go on this adventure. I can't believe he graduates high school this year."

"I'm glad he convinced ye ti come here to Scotland" Hamish said a little boldly.

Belle staggered a step, lightly bumping her shoulder into his. "Me too."

A slant of a smile spread on Hamish's lips at Belle's playful touch. He hoped he wasn't getting the wrong impression. She seemed to like him and maybe she did want something more than just a companion. He had to keep her in Lochdubh a little longer. Belle wasn't worried about her car or in a hurry to go anywhere, so he'd take his chances at asking her to stay.

The walk to the highland overlooking the town took longer than it should have, but neither of them noticed. By the time they made it up there, the sun was sinking lower in the sky.

"This is beautiful," Belle gasped, taking in the sight of the valley below, the green mountains behind, the calm of the seashore.

"Aye" Hamish agreed, though he wasn't looking anywhere below, his eyes fixed on the wonder on Belle's face. "It is."

They settled down in the soft grass: Belle's legs tucked under her skirt, Hamish leaning back on both heels of his hands. This was better than taking a vacation, he mused as they sat there watching the sun sink behind the mountains. Who needs to go anywhere when you could hold the company of a lovely stranger-turned-companion who finds your home captivating?

"Time ti go back" Hamish announced as the sun's light grew fainter behind the mountain.

"I didn't think about having to walk back in the dark" Belle said sheepishly, her cheeks flaming as Hamish helped her to up.

"Always come prepared" he replied, pulling a torch out of his shoulder bag.

It surprised – and pleased –Hamish when Belle wrapped an arm around his, her body so close he could feel her warmth. She did say he made her feel safe, and he tried to convince himself that's the only reason she had her arm around his as they started down the highland in the fading evening.

They'd walked halfway down the road before a truck passed on the road and it stopped, letting them hitch a ride on the tailgate the rest of the way to town. Hamish offered to cook supper, but Belle captured his heart further when she suggested they eat bowls of cereal instead.

After Belle had changed into her flannel pajamas and Hamish shed down to his undershirt, they curled up on the couch, bowls of cereal in hand, a black and white Western playing on the small tv. Hamish couldn't help but imagine that this could be their life together, and it spurred him to ask the question that had dangled on the tip of his tongue for most of the day.

"Miss Belle," he began, but Belle raised a hand for him to stop.

"Just Belle, P.C. MacBeth" she corrected, eyes shining.

"Belle" he emphasized, giving a lopsided grin. "Will ye stay for a few more days?"

* * *

><p>Belle's body went rigid. Hamish was asking her to stay. The question had totally caught her off guard, and she stared at him, his brown eyes staring right back into hers. Those eyes resembled her husband's perfectly but in truth, were nothing like Rum's.<p>

There was always a shadow behind Rum's eyes, the weight of centuries of lose and guilt. No matter how happy they were together, that shadow always loomed behind his eyes. But Hamish's were young and shining and held a hope that Rum could never grasp. Both were beautiful in their own unique way.

She breathed in deep - centering herself as she made up her mind - a smile breaking out across her face. "I would. As long as I'm not distracting you from your work."

"Yer not" he reassured heartily, leaning in.

Belle's heart bolted into a run as she realized just how close Hamish was to her. He planned to kiss her, it was written all over his face, and Belle swallowed hard as she closed the gap between them.

Belle's first thought as Hamish tentatively explored her lips was that she had missed being kissed more than she had realized. As the kiss deepened, Hamish's hand cupped her cheek, fingertips tickling her skin. She sighed into his mouth, taking in every touch, the feel of his lips upon hers.

They broke apart but only by a fraction. Hamish's warm breath huffed upon her skin sending pleasant little shivers down her body. Belle knew where this could lead, and her uncertainty outweighed the need to just let go.

"I don't know if I'm ready for what could come of this tonight" Belle said gently.

Hamish searched her face, understanding and resolve in his eyes. Belle nibbled her bottom lip as they gazed at each other, and sighed again when Hamish pressed a chaste kiss to her lips before saying, "It's okay, Belle. I won't push."

"I'm sorry."

Hamish grasped her hand, his thumb rubbing absently against her skin. "Ye didn' come on a pilgrimage to your late husband's homeland for this."

"I didn't," Belle agreed, but that didn't mean she couldn't be surprised by what she found along the way, "Maybe I can give it a chance. You make me feel safe, Hamish, and I haven't felt that since my husband."

"Stay with me tonight?" Hamish asked, bring her hand up to place a sweet kiss upon her knuckles, his brown eyes hopeful - and really, how could she resist him? "I promise I'll be a perfect gentleman."

Belle laughed softly, feeling a flutter in her stomach that hadn't been there in quite a while. "I'd like that."


End file.
